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and situations should, in six or seven months, call Mr. Harte away from you, tell me truly, what may I expect aiid depend upon from you when left to yourself? May I be sure that you will employ some part of every day in adding something to that stock of knowledge which he will have left you ? May I hope that you will allot one hour in the week to the care of your own affairs, to keep them in that order and method which every prudent man does ? But, above all, may I be convinced that your pleasures, whatever they may be, will be confined within the circle of good company and people of fashion ? Those pleasures I recommend to you: I will promote them, I will pay for them; but I will neither pay for, nor suffer, the unbecoming, disgraceful, and degrading pleasures (they cannot be called pleasures) of low and profligate company. I confess, the pleasures of high life are not always strictly philosophical; and I believe a Stoic would blame my indulgence; but I am yet no Stoic, though turned of fi ve-and-fifty, and I am apt to think that you are rather less so at eighteen. The pleasures of the table among people of the first fashion * may indeed sometimes, by accident, run into excesses; but they will never sink into a continued course of gluttony and drunkenness. The gallantry of high life, though not strictly justifiable, carries, at least, no external marks of infamy about it. Neither the heart nor the constitution is corrupted by it; neither nose nor character lost by it; manners, possibly, improved. Play, in good company, is only play, and not gaming, not deep, and consequently not dangerous, nor dishonourable. It is only the inter-acts of other amusements.